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We'll go to a museum soon,” 

My sister said one day. 

And on a Sunday afternoon 
We started on our way. 

We crossed the Revolution Square, 
And then we were inside 
A targe and handsome building, where 
The halls were big and wide. 











Lenin's childhood home, the Ulyanov house in Simbirsk 


The boys and girls 1 saw and men 
And women, young and old. 

The whole of Lenin’s life did then 
Before my eyes unfold. 

The house he lived in as a lad, 

And there, beneath the glass, 

The school certificate he had 
For being first in class. 

Here are the books all in a row, 

Which as a child he read. 

What thoughts and dreams so tong ago 
Their wings of fancy spread? 


The certificate of merit re¬ 
ceived at school Vladimir 
Ulyanov (Lenin) 
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Since youth he dreamt the lime would be 
When on his native soil 
The working people would be free 
From hard, back-breaking toil. 













The gold medal awarded 
to Vladimir Ulyanov on 
finishing school 




Settlor school of the Simbirsk Gymnasium attended bv 
Vladimir Ulyanov 


Time like a river onward flows, 
Time passes, year by year. 

The boy Ulyanov studies, grows. 
To secret gatherings he goes; 

His chosen path is clear. 

Though only seventeen years old, 
Yet he has travelled far: 

He is a fighter brave and bold, 

A menace to the Tsar. 

A warrant’s out for his arrest; 
Ulyanov must be caught 
And exiled to the wilderness 
By the government he fought. 

Time flows. Again he has returned 
Into the thick of life. 

At workers’ meetings he is heard. 
His words cut like a knife. 






























And when he goes to see his kin, 

Or visits mills or works, 

The agents try to follow him, 

Behind their shadow lurks. 

A new arrest—again in jail. 

Again he is exiled, 

Where blows the fierce Siberian gale. 
And forests stretch for miles. 
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A flame is flickering in the hut, 
The candles burn all night. 

How many are the pages that 
Were written by their light' 


How he could speak, how he could guide! 
What trust he could inspire! 

What realms of thought he’d open wide,’ 
And set men’s hearts on fire! 


And those, who heard what Lenin spoke. 
Each brave, each eager soul. 

His truthful words to action woke. 

Made clear to each his goal. 


Lett in s house in Shushenskoye during his Siberia n 
exile 




















The people listened eagerly. 
And rose to follow him, 

For human rights, for liberty. 
Not sparing life nor limb. 





And there we stood, still as could be, 
When, in the silent hall, 

I cried, “Svetlana, do you see 
That picture on the wall?’' 

That hut stood on the Finnish shore; 
There, hidden from the foe. 

Our leader his lone vigil bore 
So many years ago. 


A scythe, a rake, an axe, and last, 

An old and battered oar... 

How many snows since then have passed! 
How many rains did pour! 


By now the kettle which was his 
For boiling’s hardly fit; 

But oh, my friends, how grand it is 
To simply look at it! 
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Machine-guns drawn by workers' hands 
Were thrown into the fray. 

“Down with the tyrants of the land!” 
The banners called that day. 


We see how all of Petrograd 
In ’17 arose. 

The soldiers and the sailors had 
Joined ranks against the foes. 
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Above the mighty people’s corps 
The scarlet standards wave. 

The Bolsheviks are to the fore — 

The Lenin guardsmen brave. 

October came. The bourgeoisie 
And nobles lost their sway. 

The people’s dream of liberty 
Came true that autumn day. 

The victory was hard to win. 

But Lenin wisely led, 

And steering us through thick and thin. 
Saw many years ahead. 
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By virtue of the truth he spoke. 
This greatest of ail men 
United all the working folk 
Never to part again, 




























How dear to us each single thing 
Which in the show-case stands! 

What memories the objects bring 
He once held in his hands! 

A present from Red Army men: 

A helmet with a star 

And soldier’s coat, for he was then 

The First Red Commissar. 

A pen.... His hand once held that pen 
To sign a new decree. 

His watch.... It told the hour when 
At Council he must be. 

We see his arm-chair, square and deep. 

The lamp that shed its light 

When in the Kremlin, without sleep. 

He worked night after night. 





















































Creating, dreaming, drafting plans 
Until the night would pale. 

He met his friends there, man to man. 
And answered soldiers 1 mail. 

From distant hamlets peasants came 
That they his truth might hear, 

The truth that swiftly spread his fame. 
To all his name made dear. 
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The house in Gorki tnear Moscow) where Lenin resided ihe hist 
few years of his tife 

He lived in Gorki, pretty near 
From Moscow. Many times 
He took the paths that disappear 
In woods or uphill climb. 

And in the villages he met 

With children on his way 

And each would have been glad, I bet, 

To roam with him all day. 

A group of children are at hand — 

We know them straight away: 

These youthful Leninists have planned 
Their meeting here to-day. 
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‘Neath Lenin’s flag they take their stand. 
And pledge allegiance all, 

With solemn oath and lifted hand, 

To heed the Party s call. 



















We swear to live as honestly 
As Comrade Lenin did. 

And serve our native land as he, 
Ottr dearest leader, hid. 

To follow him in thought and deed, 
To follow faithfully. 

To follow our dear Party's lead — 
No road so straight can be. 
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huilHH emr;iI [m Len ;" £ Museum was opened in its Revolution Square 

KriSv^and iSr Memberil 0f the U1 ^ nov family, Nadezhda 
Krupskay.1 and Lenin s associates contributed extensively to its exposition 

In the Museum s thirty-four spacious halls many thousands of items are 

arranged, including facsimiles of Lenin's manuscripts, the first editions of his 

£?* Pamphlets, issues of the newspaper Iskra with Lenin's articles, 

kaflets and the early decrees of the Soviet Government. On display are 

scZur^ rJ , beI °- ngmES ° f Lenin * and »« photographs, paintings, 
sculptures, and drawings portraying Vladimir Lenin. 

Lee in res about Lenin's life and revolutionary activity are held for visitors as 
are Lenm classes ror young people. Documentary films about Lenin are 
Museum Y ° Ung Pl ° neerS adm,ss “WJ ceremonies are traditionally held at the 

t l lfjZ C l k M Wn Sovie }P? et Scrgei Mikhalkov wrote a poem for children. 
"* the Umn which is still popular among young readers. 
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